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reverence and courtesy of manner had enabled him
to maintain an impassive outlook in the face of
every discouragement, but now he was exposed to
a fresh series of trials in addition to the unsym-
pathetic attitude which his mother never failed to
unroll before him. It has already been expressed
that Yuen Yan's occupation and the manner by
which he gained his livelihood consisted in lead-
ing a number of blind mendicants about the streets
of the city and into the shops and dwelling-places
of those who might reasonably be willing to pay
in order to be relieved of their presence. In this
profession Yan's venerating and custom-regarding
nature compelled him to act as leaders of blind
beggars had acted throughout all historical times
and far back into the dim recesses of legendary
epochs, and this, in an era when the leisurely
habits of the past were falling into disuse, and
when rivals and competitors were springing up
on all sides, tended almost daily to decrease the
proceeds of his labour and to sow an insidious
doubt even in his unquestioning mind.

In particular, among those whom Yan regarded
most objectionably was one named Ho. Although
only recently arrived in the city from a country
beyond the Bitter Water, Ho was already known
in every quarter both to the merchants and stall-
keepers, who trembled at his approaching shadow,
and to the competing mendicants who now counted
their cash with two fingers where they had before
needed both hands. This distressingly active person
made no secret of his methods and intention; for,
upon his arrival, he plainly announced that his
object was to make the foundations of benevo-
lence vibrate like the strings of a many-toned lute,
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